DAYSPRING

read, fascinated, mesmerised, enchanted. I can
miss nothing. It is a sort of necromancy put upon
me. The fruit and another cigarette are finished
long since.

A man perched amid the whirr of a motor-mower
is now operating on the putting-greens. Then a
smart motor-car approaches. " Voilapapa ! " says
a voice. A lady in a peignoir, with a small child
on her lap, is sitting out on a balcony near to mine.
The car comes to a Stop in front of the hotel, and a
smart man, for whom the chauffeur has respectfully
opened the door, Steps down. " Say good morning
to papa," says the voice. " Good morning, papa,"
squeals the small child. The smart man looks up,
as in a daze. He descries his wife and child.
" Good morning, little one," he answers in a tender
tone, and walks into the hotel, followed by the
chauffeur with his bags. And the lady and child
disappear from the balcony. Where has that man
come from, to arrive so smart and blithe at 7.15
a.m. ? Heaven knows. Later, while I am Still
wondering, I hear a knock at my door. I leave
the balcony. The chambermaid, black and white,
all smiling and fresh, and bearing a tray, enters the
bedroom. "Behold your complete tea, mon-
sieur I " says she. " Thank you, madame," say I.
She is a mere ten minutes late. I smell the unique,
the revivifying odour of tea. I pour out the tea.
I fall on the rolls and butter. The day has at lasl:
really begun and the world is fully alive once
more,
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